AINGER : Well, shy then.
VINING : Rot!

MILNER : You know, I don't quite get young
Woodley. Look at the lurid poetry he's always
writing. That thing that just got into the Mag.
Struck me as pretty go-ahead for a pure Public
School. How did it go ... something about dark-
eyed maidens, supple-limbed ... supple-limbed!
Not half! I don't see how you make him out to
be innocent, Vining. I think he's a dark horse3
myself.

VINING : Oh5 that doesn't mean anything. He
was probably thinking of an athletic aunt on the
tennis court. (ROGER WOODLEY comes in. He is a
shy, fair boy of between seventeen and eighteen.} Hello,
young passion flower, we were just talking about
you.

WOODLEY : Oh ?

AINGER : What's up ?

WOODLEY : Nothing. Simmy again, that's all.

AINGER : What's the trouble now ?

WOODLEY : I don't know. Tiying to be funny,
as usual* That man doesn't like me.

VINING : What, not like little Woodley ? Our
baby Prefect?

WOODLEY : Shut up.

VINING : Oh, you're mistaken, Woodley, he
loves you. How can you doubt it ? After all he
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